MARRIAGE
waiting], you having not waited last night. I am sure if you love
me, you will not at this anger the Duchess ; therefore pray do
wait, and be so kind to me as to believe that I have no thought
but what is all kindness to you, for I despair to live but to con-
vince you how truly well I love you. Pray let me at my return
find two words of answer.
John to Sarah
* You are very unjust in saying that I love you less than I did,
for by all that is good I think I love better than ever I did. I
am very sorry that you are not well and that I shall not see you
to-day. I was three acts at the play for no other reason but that
of seeing you. I was in the drawing-room almost an hour
expecting you, which Mr Berkley can witness for me, for he was
with me. I desire you will not choose any [trustees ?] or do
anything in that business until I speak with you. Pray be so
kind to me as to write and assure me that you can be happy if
I love you ever, as by heavens I will,
Frances, Lady Hamilton, had now arrived upon the scene,
and Sarah seems to have threatened him with plans for going
abroad with her.
John to Sarah
When I writ to you last night I thought I writ to the one that
loved me ; but your unkind, indifferent letter this morning con-
firms me of what I have before been afraid of, which is that your
sister can govern your passion as she pleases. My heart is ready
to break. I wish 'twere over, for since you are grown so in-
different, death is the only thing that can ease me. If that the
Duchess could not have effected this, I was resolved to have
made another proposal to her, which I am confident she might
have effected, but it would not have brought so much money as
this. But now I must think no more on it, since you say we
cannot be happy. If they should do the first I wish with all my
soul that my fortune had been so considerable as that it might
have made you happier than your going out with your sister to
France will do; for I know 'tis the joy you propose in that, that
makes you think me faulty. I do, and must as long as I live,
love you to distraction, but would not, to make myself the
happiest man breathing, press you to ought that you think will
make you unhappy. Madame, methinks it is no unreasonable
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